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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Went to meet Lord Charles Beresford on his return 
from China, asked anxiously what sort of a voyage he’d had, and 
inquired if he had been sea-sick at all. He quite reassured me on 
these points, and so we went and had a drink together. Had to 
leave him in a hurry to get home by himself, as I was due at the 
Agricultural Hall to assist the judges to deal with the hunters. 
Afterwards went over to look at an American female who calls her- 
self the “‘ Queen of Fiancées,’’ on account of the number of young men 
she has jilted. She says she always discards a lover when she sees 
the lovelight fading in his eye. She don’t seem to mind her own 
eye, or what may be seen in that ! 


BEAMING. 


Of sweethearts she has had fifteen 
To cringe and vow and sigh— 

And get ‘‘the mitten ” when she’s seen 
The love fade from their eye. 

In these affairs she takes a high- 
Falutin’ kind of tone— 

For, if a mote was in their eye, 
A beam is in her own. 


Thursday.—Breakfasted with the Liberal agents; Sir Henry 
Campbell-Bannerman didn’t turn up till breakfast was finished, and 
I had gone over to Paris to take part in the fun of Mi Caréme. It 
rained, so I came away again, but the rain didn’t seem to trouble 
the natives much. Went and hada look at the crews ; then over to 
Egypt and fetched the Duke and Duchess of Connaught home. 
Heard Mark Twain lecture (or, rather, speechify) in aid of the 
Convalescent Home for Consumptives in Vienna. Trevelyan got in 
for Elland while my back was turned. Helped Mr. Ritchie open 
the new London Station of the Great Central Railway. Dined with 
the National Sunday League. 


Friday.—Called on T.R.H., and congratulated them on what 
one of the newspapers called their thirty-sixth wedding-day—though 
they don’t really get married once a year. Saw the Coldstreams off 
to Gibraltar from Southampton. Looked in at Sotheby’s on my 
way back, and revelled in a sale of first editions, but had to tear 
myself away to be at the meeting of the Actors’ Association at the 
Lyceum. Mr. Wyndham in the chair—also in good form. 


Saturday._Saw Her Most Gracious comfortably started for 
Cimiez. Helped to launch the Implacable at Devonport and the 
Glory at Birkenhead. Then went to meet the rescued Pavonia at 





Norice.— The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be r 


Liverpool—said “hooray!” with a tear in my eye and a lump in 
my throat. Later on rushed over to Germany to see what Rhodes 
is going to make of the Kaiser and vice-versd. Rhodes suggests a 
plan whereby the Germans may be able to make a bit; since which 
the Boer has gone down points in Berlin. 


CHANGE, 


There was a time the Boer with love 
Inspired the German person— 

“The raid "’ could (over and above) 
Have hardly been a worse ‘un— 

But since Rhodes brought a plan to sight, 
Yor money-making pleasant— 

The Boer, we notice, isn’t quite 
So popular at present. 


Monday.—Looked in on the Home Counties Liberal Federation 
at Reading. Really can’t stand politicians—always saying the 
same things over and over again—suppose it's all right, but it bores 
one. Hurried away and spent rest of the day among pictures— 
Mr. Arthur Rowe's ‘Old Gardens ”"’ at Dowdeswell’s—Mr. Strang’s 
etchings at Gutekunsts—a collection of chalks by Alfred Stevens 
at Carfax and Company's new gallery, and a general collection 
very effectively arranged at Goupil’s. Delighted with every one of 
them. Went over to Berlin afterwards to see how Rhodes was 
getting on with the Kaiser—they’re both toeing the line pretty 
well. 


Tuesday.—Had a morning with the L.C.C, Great fun electing 
various sorts of chairmen. Lord Welby elected chief chairman, 
Mr. Strong vice-ditto, and Mr. Corbett deputy-ditto. Went round 
to the Lords and helped deliver judgment in the betting case. 


A CASE OF BETTER-MEANT, 


Some of them said that it wasn’t “ a place,’ 
And some of them held the reverse of it, 

And some of them up and presented a case, 
And somebody suffered the worse of it ; 

And then they applied to the Lords of Appeal — 
The crisis, the crux, and the test of it— 

And now it is useless to try to conceal 
That the betters have quite got the best of it. 


Dined at the British Embassy at Berlin with Rhodes, the Kaiser, 
and a lot of ’em. Rhodes said he had a Congo Concession in his 
pocket. I couldn’t find it there, or I would have noted the 
contents. 


Tue Sporrer, 
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Mrs. Brown.—* Good gracious, Jobn! 


Brown. 
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Brown.—“ Urgent biznish, M’ria.” 


, o.9 
Britannia’s Welcome. 

Hain! Brave Columbia's noble fleet, 
Worthy of Britain's eldest daughter : 

Aye! proudly may the two flags meet, 
And wave united o'er each water. 


The warmest welcome shall be thine 


In all the stations that we own, 
Thou daughter of our heart's deep mine 
Throughout Britannia’s far-famed zone ! 


Remember that our blood is your's, 
This kindred tie no power can sunder. 
When thy brave ships approach our shores, 
With joy our biggest guns shall thunder. 


Throughout the kingdom! Dead is strife! 
There ever ran love's strong, deep feeling, 
"Twas dormant, now it burns with life, 
This ardent bond for ever sealing. 
Columbia loved by kinship's laws, 
Our hearts no friction e'er shall sever : 
For Pri gress, and for Freedom's cause, 
Our flags united wave for ever ! 


JANE H. 





whatever has kept you so late?” 


Mrs. Brown—‘' But wouldn't it keep till to-morrow ?”’ 


“No, m’dear; not after cork’sh drawn!” 


‘ ‘ 
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The Influenza Fiend. 


I ruHINnkK it has—I really do, 
It’s very much about ; 
I fear that, reader, I and you 
Will not be long left out. 
I’m feeling queer, I’m hot and dry, 
And strange about the “‘ tum,” 
With red rim round each aching eye— 
Has Influenza come ? 


I don’t at all enjoy my work, 

| And feel too ill to play; 

Some demon in me seems to lurk, 
And have all its own way. 

I feel depressed, the world is drear, 
And everything’s hum-drum ; 

The Fiend must surely be quite near— 
Has Influenza come ? 


I do not want at all to eat, 
For drink alone I crave; 
A little drop of whiskey neat 
One’s life, perhaps, might save; 
Or, failing that, a ‘‘ go 
of rum, 
And then my bed I will get in— 
Has Influenza come ? 


? 


of gin, 


| Spring Cleaning. 

| Kick the bucket! bang the pail! 
Blow the soap and soda! 

Ev'ry spring the same old tale— 
Nasty suddy odour ! 

Carpets up in ev’ry room, 
Chairs upon the table, 


Wife, armed with a bristly broom, 
Drives me to the stable! 


Dinner, a ‘‘ moveable feast,”’ 
Mouthfuls had in snatches, 
Even the poor feline beast 
Swears and spits and scratches, 
For it’s kicked first here, then there, 
Till it’s driven crazy ; 
Pussy, you and I must share 
A life that turns one mazy! 


Cleanliness we all admire, 
But so much hot water 

In the spring raises my ire, 
Until fit for slaughter ! 

On the whole, I’d rather be 
(As I tell my Gertie, 

When she throws a broom at me) 


Let alone and dirty ! 


An Envoy Extraordinary. 


‘‘*Signor Martino, the Chinese minister to China.’’—Scotsman, 


March 13th. 


We've always viewed with nothing short 


Of ‘‘ tuft ’’-revering trepidation 
Those men who at an alien court 
Can represent alone a nation. 
But thou, Martino, thou dost win 

A worship choicer, rarer, finer, 
O legate to thy kith and kin! 

O Chinese minister to China! 
’Tis storied that Celestial swells 


Frame best their thoughts to the coin’s chinking; 
But, through long course of such like spells, 
Get somewhat muddled in their thinking. 


So they appoint, it seems, a man 
Versed in the diplomatic tangle, 

To keep in view the paid-for plan 
(Cash 


O shrewd Martino, for such task 
Above thy fellow men a shiner ! 


7 


) Chinis nister to China. 








[In rays throne-beating dost thou bask, 


down) and ease the mental wrangle. 
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The Rival Coaches. 


ROoSEBERY :— 


Now, then, altogether, boys! 
Steady does the trick ! 
All this quarrelling and noise 
Makes me fairly sick. 
Pull away, and pull together ! 
Feather, Morley! Can’t you feather! 
Harcourt, you'll be out of breath— 
Asquith, Sir, not so much side— 
Oh, you'll surely be his death, 
You who were my hope and pride. 
You, the salt of all the earth! 
Pull, oh, pull for all you’re worth! 


LABBY :— 


Back, there, back ! Why all this haste ? 
Do not row so fast ! 
For your strength you vainly waste— 
Times for haste have passed! 
Harcourt, you are rowing bravely; 
Morley, too, sedately, gravely ; 
Asquith, though, will spoil the race ; 
Bannerman is far too wild— 
Our’s is quite the saddest case— 
Come now, Asquith, draw it mild. 
Back, sirs, back, and don’t be rash ! 
Back before the boat you smash. 


THE CREW :— 
BANNERMAN :— 


Am I stroke or am I not ? 
Kindly let me know ! 


HARCOURT :— 


Now then, Banny, don’t get hot, 
You don’t boss the show! 


ASQUITH :— 


Though you’re all so very knowing, 
Guess that I could teach you rowing ! 


MoR.LeEyY :— 


Speak up, Harcourt, make things hum! 
At this treatment do not fret ! 

Let them all—aye—let them come, 
You are still Plantagenet ! 


All:— 


Sit still, can’t you, or the boat 
Surely will not keep afloat ! 


LABBY :— 


Ah, that’s better; pull like that, 
And I shall not grieve; 
‘Tis not you I’m laughing at 
In my humble sleeve. 
As I watch you go to pieces, 
My great faith in you increases ; 
You are splendid, that’s the truth— 
You are what our boys call ‘‘ dabs”’ 
At the art that’s known to youth 
As the art of ‘‘ catching crabs.” 
We shall never find your match— 
Though, I fear, that’s all you'll 
catch ! 
ROsSEBERRY (aside) :— 
I could weep for very shame, 
Though I’m cast aside— 
In my Party’s might and name 
I have placed my pride. 
Well, I’ve done my best to lead 
them, 
But my words they do not heed 
them ; 
“ Little England ” that’s their aim— 
And our Hist’ry they forget— 
I alone can feel the shame 
Now the Lib’ral sun has set— 
Better let them go their way, 
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BUSINESSLIKE. 


‘‘T’ve bet George a dozen pair of gloves Oxford will win.” 


I've bet Ernest a dozen pair of gloves Oxford will win, and 
Harold the same that Cambridge will win, not to mention kisses besides.”’ 


THE CREW (going “ anyhow”) :— 


,ANNERMAN :— 


There, I told you, ’twould be so— 


I shall soon resign ! 


HARCOURT :— 


H’m, of course, you'll have to go, 


Stroke’s seat should be mine! 


ASQUITH : — 


Pardon me, you must be joking— 


I was born to do the stroking. 


MORLEY :— 


Sit tight, Harcourt, I’m with you— 
By none other I'll be led — 
Asquith really wouldn't do— 


He has such a swollen head! 


All :— 


Well, while struggling fora “ place,” 
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We hav: 


race ! 


How Shocking! 


A little knowledge is a dangerous thing. 
The old lady who contended that a *‘ the odolite”’ 
was one who worshipped the gods has been 
eclipsed, as may be seen by the following inci- 
dent, which, by the bye, shows to what realms 
of Cimmerian darkness our journals find their 
way. | 

Paterfjamilias (reading from the paper).— 
“* Then, I am right, said M. Dérouléde, and you 
are a Panamist, aye, a Panamist, Panamist, 
Panamist!’ ‘Pon my word! that’s strong 
language. By the bye, my boy, what is a 
Panamist ?” 

Promising Son (just home from college).—* A 
Panamist? Why, it comes from the Greek pan 
—all_everybody—and the Latin amo—I love. 
So you see (triumphantly) a Panamist is one 
who “4 

Pater.—*' One who believes in free love, eh ?”’ 

Mater.—“ Sh, John ! how can you before the 
children? And you know I’ve forbidden them 
iss French politics for that very reason.” 
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CAMBERWELL VESTRY EXPLOSION. 
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THE RIVAL COACHES. 


LABBY (YELLS).—‘“ BACK WATER! BACK WATER! OR YOU'LL BE INTO THE BRIDGE!!” 
ROSEBERY.—“ NO. NO; PULL! PULL TOGETHER, MEN, OR YOU'LL BE ALL TO PIEC¥S!!” 
(For Cartoon Verses, see page 91.) 
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“The Elopement of Susan Smiley.” 
CHAPTER IV.—“ RUGGLES FALLS A VICTIM.” 


ArrEerR a somewhat wearying five-mile walk, Mr. Meggles and 
Miss Smiley at last discovered the whereabouts of Ruggles and his 
cab. They found that worthy gentleman stretched out at full 
length on a chair in the tap-room of a village hosteiry, and it was 














Miss SMILEY SNIFFED OMINOUVSLY. 


evident that he had been liberally refreshing the inner man, also 
the inner man of several yokels, who were gazing with admiration 
at the London cabby. 

Miss Smiley, having recognised the cab, and taken her seat with 
a sigh of satisfaction, Mr. Meggles entered the inn to make inquiries, 
and arrived just in time to hear a peroration of Mr. Ruggles’ :— 

‘So yer see, mates, it’s what I call my little bit of all right. The 
old gal pays, so she’s bound to have plenty of ‘ oof,’ and she wants to 
git married. So the thing’s in a nutshell. For—though she ain’t 
what I should call a’ oil painting—if the old gent do croak on the 
journey, and he do cough that awful, it’s Tom Rugglesas will offer 
himeelf for the sacrifice.” 

** You insolent scoundrel!" roared Mr. Meggles, bursting into the 
tap-room. ‘‘ Mount your box and drive us at once to—to—the first 
livery yard in Dunstable,” he continued vindictively. 

“ Werry good, sir,"’ said Ruggles, gravely waving his pot. ‘‘ But 
fou engages me to drive you to Gretna, and I’m a-going to do it, or 

gits my fare for nothink.”’ 

“You shall have your fare to Dunstable, but not a farthing 
more,”’ blustered Mr. Megzgles. 

“‘Oh, I shan’t, shan't 1? Then I shall keep the old gal in pawn 
till you pays up, and, look ’ere——" 

But Mr. Meggles had rushed from the room and had already 
taken his seat by Miss Smiley's side, literally foaming with rage. 

‘Thinks hisself mighty clever, I daresay,’’ muttered Mr. Ruggles, 
as he gathered up the reins; ‘‘ but T. R. is going one better. This 
ere little lot is going to lose itself on the way to Dunstable.” 

“Don't be cast down, dearest Thomas," said Miss Smiley, after 
they had gone several miles, Mr. Meggles sitting moodily silent ; 
‘*] daresay Clarence will lose his way and never catch us again.”’ 

“Confound Clarence and everything!" growled Mr. Meggles. 
“T’'ve not given a thought to the little puppy since we left St. 
Albans. It’s the scoundrel] in front of us driving that knock-kneed, 
raw-boned apology of a horse."’ 

“ What's the matter with Ruggles? Has he insulted you?” said 
Miss Smiley, sternly, 

“N it I nh a nspiracy to* murder 1 wna carr 
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“ How terrible!” gasped Miss Smiley, clinging to Mr. Meggles’ 
arm, “‘and—and how romantic !”’ 

“Eh?” 

‘*¢ How romantic, dearest.”’ 

“ More like a tragedy, I’m thinking,” said Mr. Meggles. ‘‘ What’s 
the fool stopping for now?” 

‘‘Beg pardon, sir and miss,” said Ruggles; ‘but can’t go no 
further to-day, old ’oss got the spavins.” 

“Dear, dear!” said Miss Smiley. ‘Poorthing! Can’t you get 
it some peppermint, Ruggles ?”’ 

‘“‘ Bless yer innercent heart, miss, I didn’t say spasms. I said 
spavins. Takes yer in the ’ocks, miss.” 

‘“‘T dare say, but I’ve never had them, Ruggles.” 

“No, miss, in course not. The old ’oss can go as far as the next 
public, miss, but the old gent had better walk; it’s raining 
‘ard, miss.” 

“This is Act I. of the tragedy,” said Mr. Meggles, as he strode 
stolidly along in the rain. “I’ve not been out in the rain for 
25 years. I’ll wring that Ruggles’ neck when we can do without 
him. I believe the scoundrel did this on purpose to ‘ croak’ me, as 
he calls it.”’ 

The “public”? proved to be a decent-sized road-sile inn, and 
Meggles’ eye brightened as he saw it, and, rushing to the cab, 
assisted his future bride to alight. 

Miss Smiley sniffed ominously as she was escorted into the 
tap-room. 

‘‘ What a dreadful place,” she said. ‘I believe someone’s been 
smoking here, and, oh, dear, look at the beer rings on the table. 
We must walk into Dunstable, Thomas.” 

sut “Thomas ”’ looked through the window at the rain. 

“What's the matter with the rings?’ he growled. They’re 
prophetic. You've come all this way to get one ring, and you turn 
up your nose at-——— ”’ 

‘Say no more, dearest Thomas,” gushed Miss Smiley; ‘‘I accept 
the augury. We will stop here to-night and rest the horse.” 

‘‘Hang the horse!” exclaimed Mr. Meggles. ‘* We’ll have some- 
thing to eat here and get a chaise into Dunstable. Here, 
landlord.” 








“Sue's MY LITTLE Larpy.” 


** Yes, sir.” 

* Let us have a couple of chops and a bottle of '64 claret, and be 
quick about it.” 

‘* Be you stopping long, sir?” 

“Yes, long enough to eat the chops, and we shall want a chaise 
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“T could get yeow soom chops in aboot four hours,” said the 
landlord stolidly ; ‘‘and theers no chay nearer than Dunstable.” 

“And how far is Dunstable, then?” asked Mr. Meggles, ir 
surprise. ; 

“ Aboot twenty mile.” 

“That villain, Ruggles, has taken the wrong turning!” roared Mr, 
Meggles. ‘I'll flay him alive. We shall have to stop the night.” 

«‘ Have you sleeping accommodation?” asked Miss Smiley. 

“Yes, mum, a fine, dooble-bedded a 

“ Man!” said Miss Smiley sternly. 

“Beg pardon, miss. Sorry, miss,” and I can get yeow some tea 
and eggs, or bread and cheese and onions if you prefer it.’ 





= a L . + 
™ There was no help for it, they had to stop the night. A night 
full of bitterness to Mr. Meggles, for Miss Smiley was given the 
double-bedded room, and he got ashake down on the bagatelle board 
in the tap-room, while Ruggles slept in the cab. 

In the small hours of the morning Miss Smiley was awakened by 
strains of music under her window, and sat up to listen. 
‘** Sweet Rosey O’Grady, 

My beautiful bride ”’ 
was wafted through the still air. 
“How sweet of dearest Thomas to serenade me,” she said, hastily 
donning her dressing gown and drawing aside the curtain. 
‘‘She’s my little laidy”’ 
sang the,voice,° and Miss Smiley, with a slight scream, closed the 
curtain viciously. 
The singer was Mr. Ruggles, improving the occasion. 
(To be continued.) 











Waftings from the Wings. 


WE have seen Mr. Norman Forbes in various characters at the 
Lyceum, and were always pleased with his rendering, respectively. 
When it was announced that this intrepid actor had undertaken 
the réle of responsibility, and would produce The Man in the Iron 
Mask, at the Adelphi, we naturally felt a heightened interest and 
some anxiety on his behalf. Saturday evening, the 11th instant, 
was the all-important premiere of the five-act, romantic 
drama, suggested by an episode in ‘‘The Vicomte de Brage- 
lonne’”’ of Alexander Dumas. The latter’s novels are ever 
fascinating, and are dramatised with some facility. We have 
experienced the popularity of The Three Musquetaires ; how that 
drama has won popular favour, and, as yet, shows no sign of 
diminishing its hold upon the playgoing public. We are glad to 
record an enthusiastic and cordial reception of The Man in the 
Iron Mask, and without hesitation congratulate Mr. Norman 
Forbes upon his well-deserved success. Who ‘The Man in the Iron 
Mask” was has ever been a mystery. According to Voltaire, he was 
a twin-brother of Louis XIV., who, by reason of the former’s 
exact resemblance to him, in height, features, voice, and figure, so 
much so that Louis’ guards are deceived thereby, confines him in 
the Bastille and shrouds his face with a sheath of steel. 

The play opens with the scene of the Monastery Garden at 
Sémur, where young Philippe, Louis’ brother, is kept in utter 
ignorance of his real position and lineage. He falls in love with 
Louise de la Valliére, who is as strongly enamoured of Philippe. In 
the midst of the couple’s felicity, D’Herblay, Bishop of Vannes, 
arrives and warns Philippe of his immediate danger of being taken 
off to the Bastille. The villain in the play, St. Mars, who has 
designs upon Louise, is Louis’ emissary. He quarrels with 
Philippe and strives to slay him. The Bishop stops the 
duel and bids Philippe escape, and he _ gets away. The 
apartments of Louise in the Louvre is the following scene. Here 
we see the two brothers and some exciting incidents, one of which 
is the escape of Philippe, who, hastily flinging on Louis’ cloak, 
deludes the guards, who mistake him for the king. Ultimately, he 
is captured and confined in the Bastille for seven long years, which 
are supposed to elapse, during which time Louise becomes the 
mistress of Louis. D’Herblay hits upon a plan of getting Louis to 
visit his brother in the Bastille, and the two overpower Louis and fix 
the mask upon him. Philippe easily passes for Louis, and re-visits 
the Bastille, whither thevillain, St. Mars, is brought. The latter, under 
idea that the masked prisoner Louis is Philippe, mortally stabs the 
former with a dagger, and so leaves the Throne and Louise 
unfettered for Philippe. Mr. Norman Forbes plays the dual parts 
of Louis XIV. and Philippe with splendid emphasis and commend- 
able deportment, The quick change is cleverly effected. In the 
final scene, in the royal cell, a little ventriloquial business has to 
be performed, as a dummy Louis must necessarily appear. Mr. 
Forbes adroitly manages to speak, so that it seems the dummy 
is uttering the words. Mr. W. H. Vernon makes up a dignified 
Bishop D’Herblay, and acts with conspicuous precision. St. Mars 

assigned to Mr. W. L. Abingdon, an old Adelphi 
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favourite, who knows how to act the villain without over- 
acting the part. Miss Genevieve Ward has a small scene, 
which she, as Queen Anne of Austria, the mother of Louis 
and Philippe, carries through with spirit and majestic ascerbity. 
Miss Dolores Drummond is an amusing Scotch nurse, and Miss 
Hilda Hanbury fittingly fulfils the part of attendant to Louise dela 
Valliére. The latter is played by Miss Kate Rorke, who, both in 
voice and carriage, is aptly fitted for the successful consummation 
of the part of an oppressed and distracted heroine, The Man in the 
Iron Mask is clearly cut out for a long run at the Adelphi, judging 
by the applause and welcome accorded to actors and authoress at 
the fall ofthe curtain. 


The 100th night of On and Off, at the Vaudeville Theatre, was 
attained yesterday, upon which occasion a new drama, in one act, 
entitled 4 Woman's Love, by H. Woodville, was produced. The 
incident is taken from the Franco-German War, during the siege 
of Paris, in 1871. It forms a very good curtain-raiser, and occupies 
some 50 minutes. The laughter evoked by On and Off is a capital 
conclusion to an evening’s amusement, 

On Sunday, 12th inst., Mrs. Keeley, the veteran actress, passed 
peacefully away to her rest, at the ripe age of 93 years, in the full 
tide of respect of her Queen and country. She was a hard-working 
and conscientious artist. She wished for her epitaph Shakespeare's 
lines, adapted to her case :— 

‘* Life’s fitful fever o’er, 
She sleeps well.” 


What Hppaened to Jones is still playing to appreciative audiences 
at the Strand. The last weeks of this amusing comedy are, how- 
ever, announced, so all who have not yet seen it must hurry up. 
For preposterously ludicrous situations and uproarious fun 
What Happened to Jones will be hard to beat. It is rumoured, 
however, that Mr. Herbert Sleath is determined to try, and that 
other comedies by George H. Broadhurst will be staged for the 
delight of metropolitan playgoers. What Happened to Jones is 
still preceded by Mr. Fred Wright, jun's, charming little play 
An Empty Stocking. 

The management of the Empire have an exceptionally powerful 
programme just now, and are drawing big audiences, who nightly 
applaud Mr. Arthur Roberts on his return. His songs are catching 
on wonderfully, not only by the Arthurian method displayed in 
their delivery but by reason of many up-to-date verselets deftly 
dropped in. Another new turn here is the engagement of Alfred 
Delbosq, an astonishing vaulter, who turns single and double 
somersaults over the heads of a file of 16 men. Prominent among 
other features are The Three Nightons in their ring act, Lydia 
Yeamans in her impressive ballads and imitations, and es a 
second Cinquevalli and most wonderful equilibrist. The bicycle 
polo team is still a great attraction. 


The Alexandra Palace grounds will be open to the public on 
certain Sundays during the season for sacred concerts, if no 
objections are raised by the licensing authorities. 


Mr. Robert Arthur, upon issuing the first number of ‘‘ The 
Round Table,” the magazine connected with the Kennington 
Theatre, expresses a reason for its publication which we trust will 
not prove disappointing to him. In other respects ‘‘The Round 
Table ’’ is an agreeable fewilleton of stage gossip. 

It is announced by the committee of the ‘‘ Old King’s Club” that 
the ‘“‘ Old Boys’ ’’ Dinner will be held at the Criterion Restaurant, 
on Monday, 17th prox. Mr. W. H. Preece, chairman. Tickets to 
be obtained of George Heyer (hon. secretary), King's College 
School, Wimbledon Common, 8.W, 

‘In the springtime a young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts 
of love,” wrote Tennyson. Springtime turns one’s thoughts to the 
promptings of those irregular, inconvenient growths which afflict 
the feet, and are, I could never learn why, called corns, Achilles 
was, owing to the carelessness of his mother, vulnerable in the feet, 
and his complaint has remained with us as a memorial of that 
mythical conception. Corns are not mythical, and the springtime 
ever reminds us of their persistent association, which we should be 
glad to cut. Well, we have cut ours—with a little instrument 
which a friend introduced to us, theinventionof Mr. Gardner, of 85, 
Regent Street. They went, as the police say sometimes, quietly, 
and, we may add, painlessly. 

The new medicinal specific for ridding oneself of rheumatism 
seems to be Dr. Griffin's Sure Rheumatic Cure. According toe 
few testimonials, its efficacy is magical, asit is alleged that the com- 
plaint disappears mere eter | with the application. We donot wish 
to appear sceptical, as we have heard of the sight of thedentist's door 
driving away toothache. Probably there may be some subtle power 
that we wot not of lurking in the Sure Rheumatic Cure, which the 
plight of the sufferer cannot endure. So readers of Foun just 
haste to secure a bottle of Griffin's Sure Rheumafic Cure. 
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& S Si “On Things in General.” 
pe, J i By Mr. “Fun’s”’ WaSHERWOMAN. 


Ir my artikel this week is, so to say, ‘‘ a 
drug in the littery market,” it ain’t to 
be wondered at, for I’m fair surrounded 
with drugs, both inside and out, for I’ve 
got it ’ot an’ strong—of course, I means 
influenza, an’ sooner than disappoint my 
readers, I’m a-ritin this in bed, though 
I’m that weak that I couldn’t fight a 
paralised blackbeetle— Markiss of Queens- 
berry’s rules. Butthe worst of it is, 
that wen influenza arrived an’ tapped 
at my pore uufortunit body, it sed, 
‘‘ Lodgin’s for two!’’ An’ afore I knew 
were I was a great big brutal cough 
walked in with the influenza; an’, 
though the doctor keeps givin’ em ‘‘ notis 
to quit,” they fair larfs at ’im and me. 

Some time back one woud never ’ave 
thort that William the Wirey an’ Rhodes 
the Solid woud be sort of hob-nobbin’ 
together; but the fac’ is, Rhodes don’t 
care about William or anyone else; ’e 
wants to carry out ’is railway skeme, an’ 
’e means to doit. If the Germans won’t 
listen to sense ’e’ll find some other 
route; it is always Rhodes’ plan to go to 
the “ route of the matter.” 

A paper ses that the fog we ’ad in 
Londoa a few days ago was very per- 
ceptibel in the Houses of Parlyment. 
That’s only nateral; there’s gin’rally 
plenty of ‘fog’? wen Parlyment is 
sittin’, no matter at wot time of the 
| - year, an’ wen people ses that the House 
| of Lords woudn’t be mist they makes a 
| mistake. 

A Dr. Barton, of Beckenham, ’as in- 
vented a new air ship. It’s goin’ to 
cross the Atlantic in 60 hours. Wot 
else it’s goin’ to do I can’t say, but I 
should think it ain’t unlikely to give 
itself too many airs and “ bust.” | 


Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman ses_ | 
that Home Rule is only “dormant, | 
not dead.”” Wen a bear is dormant it 
lives on its fat, but I’m ’anged if I know 
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—— i nig: 4 wot Home Rule’s livin’ on—dreams, | 
ial “>. / empty dreams, I should say. | 
> bee Lome I shall ’ave to cut it short this week: 
- 6 se —~ . I really ain’t up to work. ‘Ritin in bed 
Ge | don’t agree with me, an’ the ink don’t 
, ; “ ‘armonise with the bed-clothes. 
“Oh, do come and look’; there is such a very, very old baby in this pram. 








For Breakfast. 


Chocolat Menier 


Sole Retall Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at ail Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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